June 25, 1996 


Farquar McLay Paul Smyth 

Basement flat 6 Balvicar Drive c/o Rebeca Morales 

Queens Park 35 Elizabeth Circle 

Glasgow G42 8Q5S Framingham, MA 01702. USA 
tel: 508/872-4624 

Dear Farquar: 


I was lookin' throughWest Coast Mag recently and saw a note in the editorial callin’ people's 
attention to the fact that ye were doin’ anothe#Vorkers' City book. Admittedly, the mag was a 
couple of years old, but the thing about it was that I'm trying to get some material published this 
side of the pond; which is no easy given the market, and I got to thinking that maybe you're 
looking again for writers to submit work for another project? 


WC Mag. have published my poems and short stories before, but I can't always count on them to 
get back to me, esp., when I forgot to gie them the International Return Coupons for the postage. 
I seem to be out of the loop with the other publications, and frankly was never in with them. Jim 
K. was a good help before I left Glasgow, but he moved from Dennistoun and I never could get 
his new address from anyone. ‘ 

Ah look at the way the east coasties are gettin’ the ball and runnin’, and sure it makes me think 
why no a few Glesga runners to broaden the spectrum. I'm no gonnay waffle on too much 
because I don't know ye. But I'll just lea’ mysel’ at the edge and tell ye that I've been over here in 
the states three years and just cannay break through their literary import/export mentality. 


I'm sending ye a few pieces so that ye know I'm no a bullshitter. I've been compelled to write 
mostly poetry - performance stuff, but really, short stories is what I have most of. I hope ye can 
afford to send me a few lines of encouragement, or help me get my finger on the pulse again. 


Ta. 


VY 


Bus Stop Blues 


hey nugget heid 
does yir bird gie gobbles 
cause ah've goat a hard on 
just lookin at her 


the rattlin of the diesel engine 
the hydraulic brakes hissin 
the bus screeches to a halt 
the nose ten or fifteen feet beyond the stop sign 
the driver opens the window 
looks in the mirrors n waits 
he nonchalantly flicks the dowt into air 


the cold wet wind 
lashin into the cuts of the black tire 


she leans herself into his tightened body 
his body constrained by a chain of violent words 
she squeezes his hand 
ignore them she whispers they're neds 


he instinctively falls back 
lettin her walk in front 
they descend the stairs 
he starts to count in his head 
they might even jump him 


five of them walkin behind 
gropin the metal handrails 
and groggin on the seats 
draggin themselves 
into the world of greater dullness 


hey nugget heid I'm talkin tae you 
ye fuckin deef ya wet prick 
yer maw's a hoor n yer da's a wee wank 


it wis the same voice 
n the same laughter that followed 
he turned his head and looked 
n said nothing 


white as a sheet 

the blood had drained from his face 
he kept on goin 
nothin else for it 


she's still holdin his hand 
nhe feels the fear of her sweat 
nit mixes with his cold sweat 
nhe's really shittin himsel 
in case they really start somethin 
they're on the bottom 


the driver glances at the young couple 
nsays goodnight while revvin the engine 
come on lads he shouts behind him 


aye aye awright 
MickturkeyPope fucker 
thuddin n bangin wi arms n fists 
they pile out n onto the gritty pavement 


the bus pulls out quickly 
leavin the gang n the young couple 
with only twenty feet apart 


one of them shouts 
they're tryin tae get away Aldo 
hod on poofy chops 
ye've no goat permission tae leave 


don't turn around Eugene 
she held him so tight 
n they kept walkin 
don't say anythin 


yer no listenin tae me? 
ah said stoap 
he wis right in front of them 
n the others run up behind also 


he looked Eugene in the eyes 
your a wee fuckin wet prick 
so ye ur? 


leave us alone 
we're goin home, awright? 
ah didnay 


he didn't get to finish the sentence 
the knife was swiftly thrust four times 
his back exploded n his guts half spilled 
onto the wet stone he collapsed 


Renfrew Fleet ya bass 
they ran off laughin n cheerin 
one of them kicked an empty beer can 
it went shootin across the road _ 
he shouted goal n went off in another direction 


she tried to hold his body together 
her own mind together 
but it was too late for Eugene 
nineteen years of life 
drained entirely out of him 


in a one way torrent 
for Mary Smyth and the rest of the family 


Paul Smyth 
e/o Morales 35 Elizabeth Circle 


Framingham, MA O1702 
tal: S08/872-4624 
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Under Pressure 1 


Flower Nail 


Of me he knew little. 

Yet af the cafe his poisoned eyes 
stripped me bare and bed my body. 
Hie ditty nails foreed back my skin. 


| cannot adequately describe him ferrorizing, my garden 
driving nails one by ona into the flowerbed. 


He held me firmly fill the sweat in my hand 
falf like a sticky summer's wound draining my heart. 
And I dated not move in cage. 


| tried to think of how did this thing start. 
Was I to be at fault for being friendly 

for leading him on by caying yes to coffee. 
| heard his wife testify to his goodness. 


My mouth finally opened but was wrapped in barbed wite. 
The discamfort of my stomach in collapsing. 
The voiee came, It had to say something to him. 


Don't touch me, I'm not understanding you, | said. 

He threw the spoon at the saucer, got up and walked off 
ac if my anger and bitterness were nothing 

nothing but a shallow pool of thoughflessnese. 


Under Preseure 2 


AIDS. 


He shoplifted phones, stationary, clothing 
and stole a woman's attractive suede bag. 
as she purchased her frain ticket home. 


The cold wind cut with the thrush in hig.mouth. 
Mixed with patn in-his mind, body, dreams, peyche. 
Homelecenacs, the dizzinose of a summer's heat 
The misery of every season that aver was. 


He'd get a patient friend to shoot a couple bage 
-in-his neck usually, Sometimes:the-backs of his hands. 
He fold them fo leave him alone, 

"You can keep your sympathy; | don’t. heed if". 


He spat the words and jammed them down 
the throats of those who were within range. 


They put him in 9 separate room where pneumonia waited. 


With one eye closed he eaid,"l'll be back to fucking, haunt you. 


I'll creep out from the closet and you'll know who | aim. 
There'll be nowhere for you fo ruh, hat from me 
not from AIDS". 


Those were elose fo his lact worde before expiring. 


Under Pressure 3 


Open Lines 


It's late and we are on the phone again 
like most evenings pramises are made’ 


let's Keap if to fifteen minufes a piece 


But-fiffeen goes by 
and so does thirty and sixty 
ahd af one a.m. we realize 


we've talked effortlesely two eolid hours 


{tis our habit that we can't keep 
., hot when-fhe mountains, tiees, desert and Nver 
and the grossness of all those cities 


are between us. 


We will nof be separated or unaftached 
‘Twill always hear your voice 


in the garden 


The trace of your breath on my lips 


eannof be wiped off 


Under Pressure 4 


From a Lover 


He sat around emnoking, pat and dhinking beer. 
And the pistachio bow! was never full. 
Or at least it always seemed that. way. . 


And the big rubber plant was dried out beyond watering, 


Eventually ha got round fo writing those letters. 

He cohvinead himself, fell the truth's all you can do. 
But then he got real eynical. 

Felt like he wanted. to stick the word. utgent 

on everything he wrote and underline avery word. 


One afternoon ‘a grabbed the pad and pen. 

Ha smoked a fistful of weed. 04 

that was purchased by selling ‘hig food coupons. 

He'd often tell himself that this wag common 

fhe eyele of poverty and appetite. 

High and hungry he, wrote about it for. the firet time: 
that night was sfatred yet: threw me to the drain forever 


when yout | beautiful kisses ‘formed. lip-seummed regrets. 


Under Pressure S 


I'm Sick of You 


I'm sick of you bustin’ into the apartment. 
"Grabbing that ean from the fridge. 
Emptying it and squashing the middle flat. 
Punetuting it with the post of your earing. 
Placing the raek in the bed of ash.” 
The tock is your temple. 


I'm siek of you sucking that rock till it's charcoal. 
Dragging me into the bleak journey. 
Searching the ash for non-existent specs. 


Pm sick of you returning fo that quack. 
Letting hitn straighten you with pereosat 
ac he spews into the dittaphone. 


Um sick of you goinig north to Miami. 


_ When fhe dollars dry up you always return 
~ bust info the apartment, grab that can from the fridge, 
~ ” ampty it and squash the middle flat 
puncture it with the post of your eating 
place the rock in the bed of ash 
and never ask the question 
why ig the rock your temple? 


Under Pressura 6 


The Mooth 


He wis usin tha mirror ” 

while washing his hands 

starin bafweah the gape" '" ° 
the cold gaps of the cubicle 
searchin for ma 


me squattin over the bowl 

the breeches doon fo the ankles 

and pughif hatd and wortyin: * 

‘bout heamorroide pites boils varicose veins 
whatevar it wis you were Gupposad to get 


Ah tooked oot 

And he'd pulled his hons 

away fae the faucet 

and the water stopped automatically 
like it wis a good system 


savin on the juice wi nay expanse spared ~ 


big hairy hons that he shook: 
away fae his body and 
onto the tiled foot > 

he turned aroon 

and headed mah way 


he's cotnin cloger and closer 
big hairy hone gettin nearer 


for the first time ah see hig face clearly 

4 gapin mooth wi nay teeth 

and thick bushy eyebraws of a diefator 

a Stalin special edition know whit ah mean 
hie mooth enlarges and doesnay stop 

his tonsil thingy goes like 9 speed bag 
vibratin fae the punches of laughter 


mah shit tail falls Intay the water and 
I'm thrown back onto the bow! 

but the mooth is still comin at me 

fhose gape on the frame allow the moofh 
fo be everywhere af ance 


Under Preseure 7 


it's the end of me 

I'm geftin swallowed 

by the mooth em 
the blackness comes ‘at mah. heid 


a feal mah body jarkin 

mah eyes open up 

the light is bright 

mah mooth is wet : 
h the saliva fs drippin doan mah chin 


ah lift mah heid up 

ah realize where ah um 

the bus ig jerkin mah body 

fae side tae side 

ah move away fae the body next tae me 
the gitl is appreciative: . 


but the things. . 

the dream wisnay 

wall it might no huv been 2 dream 
eauce that shit happens 

hete in the land uv milk n honey 


Under Preseure & 


Under Pressure 9 


Bus Stop Blues © 


The rattling of the diesal engine. 
She leane herself intovhle tightened body. 
She whispers, {gnore them, they're Neds. 


The cold wet wind lashing into. the cuts of black tire. 
They deseend with the gang behind. 
Grogging on the seats, thudding and banging. 
The gang piles out onto the gritty pavement. 


The bus pulls out quickly leaving them behind. 
The young innocent couple are only twenty feet away. 
A gang member shouts, they te tryin tae eccapa, Aldo. 
Don't futn around Eugene, and they kept walking. 


_ Ah said sfoap, bo was tight in front of them. 
He looked Eugene in the eyes. 
Vir a wee wet prick, co yout 


Leave ue alone, we've goin homie, anright? sh didnay... 
No fime to finish but the knife was thrust four times. 
His guts spilled onto the wet stone where he collapsed. 


They ran off cheering: as she tried to hold his body together. 
Ninefeen years of life drained entirely out of him 
in Q one way torrent. 


Under Preseura 10 


MOSES 


There aint no man fit for the woman who really loves 
Coz there aint no man controllin his fight 
She lives for the one days happiness 
You hear me, one day ji say 
He comas home n sayz "C'mera loose n givuz a hand” 
Ghe sayz "Leaves me.alona™-. . 
He eranke the shaft h gets angrier 
Calis her fuckin bifeh - 
Tells her she'd better sit n do it h like it 
The woman asks hitn to go out the house 
He don't move but laughs in her face 
Then he beats on her teal bad 
She sayz "the cope gettin word of this, nigger, ya hear"? 
He runs out sereamin euesin : 
n almost fakes the door of the hinges 
It's two years on 
The woman aint caen him no more 
But spects the worse when nursin them wounds n thinkin back 
‘n the sound of the night is hurtin with erack crack crack 
h once she's finished smokin them rocks 
Ghe's checkin every door every window 
Every tock every noise every light 
Every hidin place every breath 
Every breath she takes 
She's listenin 


Case he comes to beat on her again 


And Goliath 


“fork off before she gets here, he said 
get your money's worth 
n thera's cuffs, gags, etrappin' right there 
n ask if she does coke, you don't want that 
hack if she'll fake it in the age, some don't” 


the douche bag came by for seventy bucks 
got him off real fast despite T's advice 
she slipped back into the night while 
the lipstick coated latex began its fournay- 
_Switling fhrough the plumbing 


" he felt kinda ‘ampfy afferwards 
like the anti-climax of all those purchases -; 
-the 2 tv.'s, 3 telephones, & Rolex watches, 12 CD's,. 
2 tai-di systems, 2 VCR's, the best of the best 


he didn't laugh so much whan his flatmate T wasn't around 
inheritance became a frenzied search for meaning 
controllin' him day in day out 
butfed by dollars, deaper n deeper 


n there was the question of the dope 
avantually he ran out of money 
so began the reversal 
n the antique clock was last to go 


Under Pressure {1 


Under Pressure 12 


- Lo Whit 
Ah'tn tellin’ Ye 


Ah've discovered that truth i¢ more than somethin’ 
put in the pages of 9 book, and that the most important 
part ie contained within the soul of each person and expressed 
in the achievement of 4 cominon, healthy evolution whith refuses 
to submit fa the pretent capitalist structure which persicte with ite 
onslaught of unfair values and earruption and it's smelly baws swingin’ 


Junk 


I's what Tam when'l'm ehasing blue assed 
‘with ‘cold up"n' down the'stteet. © 
Looking for that good shit, man. 


It's what 'am when'l go around glazed. 
Talking like a stupid:kid about how good a hit | got 
to the guy that's still straight and looking fo get high. 


tte what lati when I'm boasting: ~~ 
Talking ‘shit about the: couple 6f bricks I did over the weekend. 
It's what | ati when the coward in me surfaces 


‘and fails to say‘go screw fo' the pusher destroying my recovery. 


What atm [but fank; and:yeare of bullshit. 

Tye cold out my-famihj and my-children-hate me. 

I've robbed their holiday money, theit birthday money, 
’ =thoit entire fatherly feelings: * : 


Tam junk. 
But one day.| know 'm*gonha change. 
: Maybe show others a bif of the way thru this shift | eall a life. 


Under Preseure 18 


Under Pressure 14. 


From an Intravenous Drug User 


He didn't have no bug, man 

{used his works in his home behind his bedroom door 

while his old lady sat down stairs 

watchin telly.and chewin up that popeorn 

We was diecugsin business far as.the old-lady were concerned 


I'd been ehootin tike this with him the better part of six months 
Weren't.no problem gettin high, the dude was cool, know what I'm sayin 
was even geftin.us good shit 


My woman and me were goin thru some tough shit 

so | was neadin whatever space | could get for my self 

I'd even go sleep in the Common after | was finished coppin 
- But Lester wag doin his bit keepin me 

in his cellar of nights it were foo cold bein out 


One day I'tn over at Govt. Center and goes local fo Beacon Hill to cop 
A whole crowd of dope fiends crammed into this tiny room 

So we're sittin around and I's fhe usual junky peckin order 

him then hitn then: him then her then me, outrageous 

woree than Hitler 


This kid says fo me "You hangin with Snuggles these days"? 
As though he don't know,"Veah, so what's if to you"? 

"Nothin, but it should to you coz that motherfucker's got the bug 
and | hear he aint bein safe" 


Weran't long before | put out on the street 
He better keep runnin coz when { gets him 
he’s gonna wish he weren't aver been born 


Postcard From You 


Mexico City 

New Delhi or somewhere 

I never did get the symbolism 
honey 


said you were 

experiencing a new lease of 

of what I never gave a thought 

you always beat me to the best cliches 


natives inspire you no end 
they've probably been waiting 
it has taken you a long time 
they're obviously thankful 


it says you have everything 
did you really write this? 
including meaningful love 
I'm sorry, | mean 

including meaningful friends 


| stared at the card 

each day the first week it arrived 

then | got used to it 

same way | gat used to you running out 


the card's no longer on the refrigerator 

| use it fo collect bugs at night 

| scoop them up and put them in a jar 
maybe they're living maybe they're dead 
it don't matter 


when | see that bug on its back 

your neatly printed words below it 

I'm satisfied and happy 

that there are more important things in life 


f 


DAVID I. HARVIE 
Afton Cormage, 82 Bonhill Road, Dumbarton 
G82 2DY Scotland 


29th July 1996 
Mr. Farquhar McLay 
6 Balvicar Street 
Glasgow 
G42 


Dear Mr. McLay, 


| hope that you are the Farquhar McLay who edited 'Workers City’. 


| am presently editing an anthology of Glasgow writing which seeks to 
celebrate the ‘sense of place’ using a selection of fiction, journalism, diaries, 
poetry, etc. 

| would like to ask your approval to include two items from that volume, 
‘Glasgow's Smiles' by yourself, and ‘Somewhere between St. George's 
Cross and Hillhead on the Underground’ by Jack Withers. 


| have attempted to contact you via Clydeside Press, but without success. 
Perhaps if | need to contact Jack Withers directly you could put me in touch 
with him. 


| will be very grateful for your help. 


Yours sincerely, 


ae: | ee 2 
a 


Telephone 01789-762816 


Film Editor DAVID HARVIE Writer 


3rd August 1996 


Mr. Farquhar McLay 
6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow 

G42 8QS 


Dear Farquhar McLay, 


Many thanks for your generous response to my letter. | have written today 
to Jack Withers. 


The anthology, provisionally titled ‘Lines Around The Gity’ is hung on the 
‘peg’ of the centenary in December of the Glasgow Subway, and sets out to 
describe those parts of the city penetrated by the Clockwork Orange 
through the words of a wide variety of writers. 


The book, to be published by Lindsay Publications of Glasgow, ought to 
appear about November. {f there's a launch, | hope you will be able to 
attend and be thanked in person, and if not a copy will be yours in any case. 


In the meantime, | greatly appreciate your approval. 


Best wishes, 


Afton ence 82 Bonhill Ra Lai G82 2DY 
Telephone Ot 
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J_N. Reilly 16 July, 1998 
44 Knightsbridge Street 
Glasgow, G13 2YN 


Farquhar McLay 
6 Balvicar Drive 
Glasgow 
G42 8QS 


Dear Farquhar, 

Thanks for the story. I really enjoyed it. 1 knew you wouldn’t let me 
down. 

So far the work for the anthology is trickling in. James Young said he 
would do a piece on hospitals but that he wouldn’t be able to finish it until October as 
he’s putting what energy he has into his book on C. L. R. James. I’ve just written to 
him letting him know that the deadline really has to be August, suggesting a shorter 
piece or an extract from something already published, whatever, but not to put himself 
out. I take it that you know he has stomach cancer and has been treated deplorably by 
the NHS. He was put on a-new ten week waiting list. 

William Neill phoned me. He was delighted with the invitation to 
contribute and said he would look something out, though I fancy he’ll write 
something new. 

If you have any work lying around send it to Dee Rimbaud, Acid 
Angel, 35 Falklands Street, G12 9Q2. He’s contributed a story and some poems from 
his first collection, The Bad Seed, Stride publications. Needless to mention his main 
influence is Rimbaud. He intends to publish some of my Rimbaud translations in the 
next two or three magazines; single sheets stapled and illustrated. He likes at least a 
hundred words of your own and a photograph for the contributors’ section. I think P'll 
forget the photograph. 

I talked with Ian McKechnie on the phone a few weeks back asking 
for an essay on asbestos, but he refused, saying it would jeopardise Clydeside 
Action’s status as a charity, that they don’t need publicity which can be got anytime 
from the newspapers, that they’re asking dangerous questions in the commons. If you 
can hear a peculiar noise it’s my cat laughing. 

As I’ve got more letters to write I'll close now. [ll write soon. Take 
care now. 


J.N. Reilly 

44 Knightsbridge Street 
Glasgow 

G13 2YN 


Tel: 0141-959-7166 Wednesday, 19 August 1998 


Farquhar McLay 
6 Balvicar Drive 
Queens Park 
Glasgow 

G42 8QS 


Dear Farquhar, 

T hope this letter finds you well, all things considered, and writing. 

What I need are a few words from you for the contributors’ section of the anthology, you 
know the kind of thing. 

All going well it will be published and launched in October. I’ve tried to 
get as many issues as possible covered. On the whole I’ve succeeded. I just couldn’t find 
anyone to write a couple of pages on work to welfare or school closures. Nonetheless the 
book works well and should cause a little disturbance. 

Looking forward to hearing from you. 
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J. T. CALDWELL 


Tel 336-3224 ieee COURT 
390th DEcember 1999 GLASGOW Gana 


Dear Farquhar . 

Your letter just arrived. I am answering it 
at once, but you will not get it for about ten days. I am 
house-bound, bad iegs. and cannot get to the post. My Home 
Help is on holiday. it will be next Wednesday before she 


collects a few of my book to post. I am sending out 40 free cu 


I cannot post them)The Home Help will post 5 copies (as many 
as she can carry) each week for 8 weeks.That is the best 
that I can do. The first batch to be sent (Jan.5) will 
contain yours and Ben's and Keith Miller's. and two others. 

I will also he sending copies to the Mitchel 
Library, Strathclyde University, Library, (Special Items 
Dept) and Caledonian University Library. There will be a 
"book launch" in the Caledonian sometime, (date not fixed) bis 
I don't know what that means. I will probably have to he 
there signing copies. They will have to come and collect me 
and deliver me hack home. 

What you say about the Internet is, #s§ amazing, 

fascinating, and annoying, because it belongs to a world of 
which am no longer a part. I start my 90th year in July. 
Io am blind in one eye, have difficulty in seeing with the 
other - I am typing this one-fingered-letter by letter. I 
I would not he able to make use of the Internet, even if I 
mastered its use, which is unlikely. 

I am putting this letter in along with your copy 
of."With Fate Conpire" ,which I hope you will find readable. 
The first part is a continuation of "Severly Dealt With" 
the second part deals with the Movement, the United 
Socialist Movement", the Strickland Press, Guy, Jenny, and 


Ethel -- and me. 


Your mention of Mark Kramwich and McKechie,bring back 
memories 
Thanks again for your letter. Best Wishes for the coming 


year. 
John (Alias "Caldy") 
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CALEDONIAN 

UNIVERSITY 
19 September 2001 
Mr Farquahar McLay 
6 Balvicar Drive - 

Flora M Smith 
Queens Park MA ALA 
Glasgow Acting Chief Librarian 
Caledonian Library 

G42 8QS and Information Centre 


Dear Farquahar 


A 90" Birthday Celebration 


On behalf of Glasgow Caledonian University, | have great pleasure in inviting you 
to a reception to celebrate the 90" birthday of John Caldwell. 


This informal gathering will take place on Saturday 29" September from 14:00 to 
{6:30 in the Heatherbank Museum of Social Work (location map attached) 


An early R.S.V.P., by telephone, post, or e-mail, would be very much 
appreciated. 


If you are unable to come please feel free to send messages and greetings for 
John to me, by post, or by e-mail to J.Powles(@gcal.ac.uk 


| look forward to hearing from you. 


Q\ WU 
John Powles yt. al \y| 33 ror ob 
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as vie City Campus 


Cowcaddens Road 
Glasgow G4 0BA 
Telephone 0141 331 3860 
Facsimile 0141 331 3968 
EMail £m.smith@gcalac.uk 
Principal and Vice-Chancellor 
Dr Tan Johnston 
CB PhD ClMgt FIPD FRSA 


Sen Mullin 


52 Nith Street 
‘Riddtie 
Glasgow 

G33 2AF 
11th. Feb. o2 


Farquhar, 


Enclosed is the tape of the R.D.Laing interview. J think you'll 
enjoy(?) it. The original interview seems to have been done about 1984 - but 
there are plenty of clues on the tape when R.D.’s son comes on. 


Thanks for your tape - but J must say J enjoyed the wee bit about 
Z.S. Lltiot more than J enjoyed the folk music - but I'll listen to it again - it 
takes me a wee while to absorb things these days. 


Lalking about R.D.Laing - did I ever give you a copy of the video 
“Did You Csed Lo Be R.D. Laing?” J know J sent jimmy a copy of it 
a number of years ago and he used it to create a interview technique for use on 
his ‘patients’. It’s a great tape - J recorded it from Channel Four. 


J listened to a bit of your Sunday morning programme - but I’m afraid 
it did nothing for me, Bary /Manilo, Bemmstein,Dorsey and Helen 
MacArthur leave me cold. The rogramme seemed a bit bland and 
inoffensive to me - but it’s every man to his own poison. 


J had a look at the Net for James Hislop and there were thirteen 
thousand, six hundred James Hislops - J didn’t have the time to chase them 
all up ! 


All the best to the family <1. 


brora@macuniimted. net 
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Dear Farquhar 


thanks for phoning. I was saddened to hear of the death of Ben.I was 
much in his debt. He and you and a couple of others rallied around and 
Saved he United Socialist Movement from collapse after Guy's death. 

I last saw Ben at my Birthday celebration a year ago He was then 
suffering from thr the tragic loss of his son, but I think he was 
looking forward to a long period of retirement. I don't know’ the 
circumstances . he may have had an illness, but I thinkthe heart attack 
was sudden and fatal re) 

I asked Bob Jones about tne coliehue of Durritti, He confirms 
my Memory that his name was Francis Ascaso, abd that he ied in street 
fighting in Barcelona in July 1939. 7” a | je 

Forgive the mistakes in this typing My eyesight is not very 
good ~- in fact it is very baad 
I hope things are going well with you. 


Best Wishes 
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336 3224 
JOHN T-CALDWELL, 
. /3B. 
14 April 003 ST DARE 
GLASGOW 
Dear Franquhar, G22 ONE: 


Thanks for youtprompf reply to my letter.. zi zxI 


zz I don;t type very well,but my writing is wordf/ I am surprised that 
Easy Cases is not widly reviewed. It is good solid stuff. . 


Mayhe that is the reasongzzit z is to solid. It does noy have an enticing 
beginning, , a hsfflimg middle amf an.exploseve d&denou ement -- zz O.Henry fashion 
a Its structure is not flaccid or obvious. It has no cracks or crevices. . 
a It has a deep foundation. See psge 89. Walter Scott z foundation — 

Emerson. Thoreu, lowell, whitman, Whitier, Plato, Epigatus, Gibbon, Carlilgie. 


zg z Ruskin. Stevenson. Havelock Ellis,z Olive SShienier, Dosst osky,TOLSTOY, 
AND THETh e Rubaiyat. I had them allat one time ot other in the youthful 


zitwenyies. zzAnd Guy had thea a youthfulcentury past. They have gone and taken 


thrir spirot with them. ( and, of course Max Stirner. He is not dead yet) 


The characters are rich in characterizaeion. See page3 
See anyother page where persons take shape. 
zz I am typing thos not oniy with poor rursight,but with s 
paibful righ srm, anda purnenof years over my shoulderd.zI 
emtermy 93rd on 14 zj July.Tomorrow I have an explorstory 


examination of my prostategisnd to see if it is worth removein 
I see Easy Cases inters the dark recesses of Possil.. That is where 
I live. I am im sheltered Accomodaryon.and thains are quiet, 
But at the other side of thecomples there id s rank of railesyay carriage 
carridged which the young bhoofd b bloods smash up every 
few weeks.zThe police dom,t interfere.It keeps them out oif 
mischief I musy stop noe 


Best wishes. 


Clydeside Press Ltd 


from a black and white 
copy to a full colour 
brochure 


Usd were qrdted ur He Grartan ~ 
Ger waltr ogo, anavduy fo “oY 


37 High Street 
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Glasgow G1 1LX 
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J.N. Reilly 
44 Knightsbridge Street 
Glasgow, G13 2YN 


Tel. & Fax: 0141- 959 - 7166 Sunday, | August 2004 


Farquhar McLay 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queens Park 
Glasgow, G42 8QS 


Dear Farquhar, 
enclosed is the copy of the anthology Shamanic Warriors Now Poets along with 
information on forthcoming publications which I would like you to be a part of. 

I am already collecting work for three anthologies, a Scottish anthology similar to 
Another Book To Burn for publication under the Bootleg Editions imprint which has the working 
title The Scottish Anthology, a global anthology similar to Another Book To Burn for publication 
under the R & R Publishing imprint which has the working title The Global Anthology, and an 
anthology similar to Shamanic Warriors Now Poets, also for publication under the R & R 
Publishing imprint which has the working title The Europa Anthology. The Scottish anthology 
will be in the same format s ABTB whereas The Global and Europa Anthologies will be in the 
same format as Shamanic... 

I would like you to contribute poems and / or prose for all of three anthologies if 
possible. Hopefully your health isn’t too debilitating for you to get something together. 

Before saying something of The Europa Anthology let me say something about The 
Global Anthology. 

There will be some contributors from Shamanic... in The Global Anthology, and in The 
Europa Anthology. ’ve mentioned The Global Anthology to Ferlinghetti and he said that he 
would send something, to get back to him. Diane Di Prima phoned and she said she will be apart 
of it. Other artists and poets from Shamanic... who will be in The Global Anthology include Ira 
Cohen, Simon Vinkenoog, David Meltzer, Hans Plomp, Nina Zivancevic, Allan Graubard, 
Michael Rothenberg, Larry Sawyer, John Brewster etc. Other poets, philosophers, novelists, 
musicians and artists from Scotland, France, Germany, Poland, India and many other countries 
have been invited to contribute, and I’m glad to say that I’ve just heard that Ann Waldman and 
Jerome Rothenberg will also be contributing to The Global Anthology. 

I am explaining to everyone I invite to take part in The Global Anthology that it will be 
very controversial because not only will America be severely criticised vis-a-vis Palestine, Israel, 
Iraq; and domestic issues; etc., but so will Britain and the moslem world etc. 

The Global Anthology is an anthology that will highlight cruelty and injustice and call 
for compassion and justice where there is none or very little. However, at this juncture I don’t 
want to list every issue which I would like covered, but many of them concern children and 
women, i.e. slavery which is still rampant throughout the Balkans and North Africa. Also, 
various ecological issues, i.e. genetically modified food, oil, the detrimental effect on whales of 
the sonar used by Navies, etc., etc. 

I haven’t listed all of my ideas or the people contributing or whom I have invited and 
hope will contribute to the The Global Anthology, nonetheless, | think that you will get the idea, 
from what I have said, of the kind of anthology The Global Anthology will be. 

As for The Scottish Anthology, I will be gathering together some of the old names and 
hopefully some new ones. If you have any suggestions concerning contributors for The Scottish 


Anthology, please let me know. 

The Europa Anthology will be, as I say, similar to Shamanic... though perhaps more 
expansive. As with Shamanic... my intention with The Europa is to bring together the older and 
younger generation of writers, poets and artists, well known and unknown, to reveal and reaffirm 
the links and unity of purpose between them, to give expression to the visionary spirit in the face 
of the powers of control, to gather together in a unified organic voice those writers and artists 
who have taken up the banner of beauty and truth. The Europa Anthology will be a celebration 
of now unfolding in all its nakedness manifested and expressed through a gathering of like souls, 
carrying the word into the twenty-first century, the gnosis, the poetry of now... whereas The 
Global Anthology will be political and will contain work from around the globe, and only texts, 
no images. 

Most of the European contributors in Shamanic... will be in The Europa Anthology, such 
as Simon Vinkenoog, Hans Plomp, Nina Zivancevic, Jirgen Ploog, Florian Vetsch, Axel Monte, 
Rupert M. Loydell, John Brewster etc., 

I would like to have all the work for both anthologies gathered together for the 1* of 
October at the latest. [have asked everyone to send me their work on two formats if possible, 
on paper and a microsoft compatible floppy disc, though if only paper copy is available then 
that’s fine. 

Please, please, keep The Global Anthology to yourself for the time being. Although there 
will be about seventy or eighty contributors to The Global Anthology, | must emphasise that I 
only want those involved in it to know what’s being created, not only to protect artists from any 
possible intrusion by the press, but to keep the contents of The Global Anthology private. All the 
better to surprise those we want to surprise, including the reading public. You don’t need to 
strictly adhere to the same discretion concerning The Europa Anthology, and especially The 
Scottish Anthologies to which I would like include new names not included in AB7B. 

T’ve also sent copies of Shamanic... to Tommy Kayes and to Brian Quail. As you can 
imagine it’s too expensive and I’m up to my eyes in debt to give away too many copies. Well, I 
think that’s that for the time being. 

1 look forward to hearing from you. 

In the meantime 


Bie eal Dieese 
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4 Broughton Place 


Edinburgh EH1 3RX 
; Scotland 
Tel: 0131 557 2207 


Fax: 0131 556 9565 
Scotland’s Quality Literary Magazine Email: chapman-pub@blueyonder.co.uk 


www.chapman-pub.co.uk 


October 7, 2004 
Clydeside Press (Publishing) Ltd 


37 High Street 
Glasgow 


Dear Publicity Manager, 


Please find enclosed a copy of the ‘Catalogue’ column written by Edmund O’Connor, which 
will annear in Chapman 105. It includes a review of your haok: 


Author Title 
Farquhar McLay Easy Cases 


Thank you for providing the material for review. Please keep us in mind when sending out your 
catalogues or new releases. 


Yours faithfully 


RIS: ce |Z, 


PP Joy Hendry, editor 


Editor: Joy Hendry VAT Reg No: 398 2950 95 


Chapman New Writing Series 


Rose is one of Scotland’s best and most versatile writers, but it's her 
poems whicir interest me mos. Whether sexy or sentient, she 
covers a wonderful range of subjects, often with daring, always with 
vetve, continuing to write so well, and still engaging with 
experimental forms and approaches. — Douglas Dunn 


Surreal and cerebral, Rose’s poetry takes us on a magical mystery 
tour from Wroclaw to the inner soul via Dumbarton. This is a major 
work from one of our most exciting poets. A lure which has drawn 
in a surprising and varied catch. — Edwin Morgan 


ISBN: 1-903700-07-8 / £7.55 inc. p + p 
— Order yout copy now! 


Chapman, 4 Broughton Place, Edinburgh EH1 3RX 
0131 557 2207 Fax: 0131 556 9565 
chapman-pub@blueyonder.co..co.uk 
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Catalogue 105 


Edited by David McCordick, Scottish Liter- 
ature in the Twentieth Century (SCP, £29.99) 
is a grand sweep of Scottish writing from 
Keir Hardie to Kenneth Steven, pulling in all 
the names. The sheer length (1200 pages) is 
needed, especially for longer poems: Tom 
Scott’s The Ship must be full-length to be 
understood at all. But the title is a misnomer: 
while English and Scots are welcome. there 
is no room for Gaelic. Sorley MacLean is 
omitted, and non-English work by Iain 
Crichton Smith and George Campbell Hay 
also. All the more ironic that Steven writes 
about Gaelic: “It lies in pockets in the hills/ A 
wink of gold that has not been panned”. More 
panning for a revised edition? 

A refreshing and healthy addition to the 
above is An Leabhar Mor (The Great Book of 
Gaelic) (Canongate, £35.00), a lavish pro- 
duction of a language on the periphery for 
too long. There is a muckle whump of poetry 
from George Campbell Hay, Derick Thom- 
son, Meg Bateman and many more, married 
with stunning artwork (including the multi- 
talented John Byrne). Essays on Scottish and 
Trish visual art and early poetry, etc, set the 
context. One minor niggle is the lack of 
Gaelic stories — though this is a limitation of 
the form. Still, a magnificent contribution 
and introduction to the understanding of the 
wide church of Gaelic — don’t miss the 
extremely rude poem by Iseabail ni Mheic 
Cailéan on a priest’s penis (written c 1500)! 

By contrast, The Bloodaxe Book of Mod- 
era Welsh Poetry (£10.95) inevitably robs 
itself of its power with the subtitle: 20th-cen- 
tury Welsh-language poetry in translation. 
One editor, John Rowlands, complains of 
powerlessness in English, but “when | dis- 
cuss Welsh-language poetry in Welsh, | feel 
no such lack of energy”. Bloodaxe can be for- 
given for the translations, but the lack of 
Welsh in parallel text is inexcusable. Despite 
these crippling conditions, the work shines 
through: Bobi Jones, Waldo Williams and 
Milhangel Morgan are just three of the fine 
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voices in a large and varied selection of over 
400 pages. Bloodaxe should remember that 
the language of mouth is most effective when 
married to the language of the soul. With 
apologies to our Welsh readers, Canongate 
might consider a Mawr Liyfr o Cymraeg 
(Great Book af Welsh) as a companion title. 
Proclaiming itself “the most important 
publishing event in Ireland for many years”, 
The Field Day Anthology of Irish Writing 
Vols. WV and V: Fish Women’s Writive and 
Traditions (Cork UP) is clearly an epic: 11 
years in the making, 3200 pages (ex intros), 
five kilos and costing an eye-watering £195. 
Academia in excelsis, these volumes are only 
alittle short of comprehensive, Covering vast 
areas, women’s relationships with religion, 
labour movements and politics — a few ran- 
dom choices will suffice: Mary Davys on an 
argument between a female Whig and a male 
Tory: “When we swear allegiance to a King, 
*tis conditional: as long he keeps his word, 
we’ll keep ours”; Mary McAleese’s plea to 
end the Catholic/Protestant Punch-and-Judy 
match, creating “Gods [who] carried their 
crosses like lances in a jousting tournament” 
and Jane Elgee on ‘The Demon Cat’ of Con- 
nemara. A reference point for years to come. 
Another academic endeavour that shakes 
the ground as itrumbles past, Volume 8 of The 
Greig-Duncan Folk Song Collection hoves 
into view. At £35.00, this marks the end of a 
30-year enterprise. With nearly 2000 songs 
(or fragments) and 5000 pages, the book is a 
mighty achievement. Even considered on its 
own, this volume’s content is considerable: 
songs of pariing, chiidren’s songs and miseci- 
laneous songs to name but three categories. 
Gavin Greig and James Duncan, who assem- 
bled the materiai early 1900s, ure well-ser ved 
here. Aberdeen University and Mercat 
deserve plaudits by the bucketload. Lovers of 
Scots and folksong now have no excuses for 
not being authorities on the subject! 
Originally published in two hardback vol- 
umes, the Collected Poems and Songs of 
George Campbell Hay (EUP, £19.99) is now 
in paperback, (hardbacks £111.00! A labour 
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of love for editor Michel Byrne, this near- 
comprehensive collection marks out Hay as a 
pre-eminent writer of 20th century Scotland 
— in Gaelic, Scottish, English, French and 
even Norwegian! Covering 1932-1983, this 
sensitively-presented edition has originals 
with pride of place and translations unobtru- 
sively below ~ a lesson, surely, for others, A 
brief biography, and commentary on the 
work from Byrne, helps to set the perfect 
scene for this.most under-rated of makars. 
Colin Nicholson’s Edwin Morgan: Inven- 
tions of Modernity (Manchester UP, £40.00) 
is an overdue appraisal of Scotland’s Poet 
Laureate. Nicholson is not shy of showing his 
research, his writing stuffed with quotations, 
from Morgan, MacDiarmid ef ai, making a 
disjointed read. But the comments on Mor- 
gan’s wide-ranging activities — dramatist, 
poet and translator -—are on the ball, if slightly 
obscured by academese. The chapter on his 
Russian influences, and also his gay and con- 
crete poetry, is especially worth reading. 
The Edinburgh Companion to Scots EUP, 
£16.99, (ed. Corbett, McClure, Stuart-Smith) 
is an un-apologetically academic look at 
Scots, complete with jargon and tables. 
Designed for linguistic students, this is a 
research-heavy book with chapter headings 
like ‘The Corpus of Older Scots Grammar 
and Lexis’ and ‘The Phonology of Modern 
Scots’. But there are fascinating titbits 
among the scholarly stiirm und drang: the 
surname Sinclair is derived from Saint-Clair- 
V’Evéque in France, for instance. An impor- 
tant step forward for the study of Scots. 
With his infiammatorily-tidled The English 
Language in Scotland: An Introduction to 
Scots (Tuckwell, £12.99), Charles Jones 
should be warned not to venture into certain 
bars in Leith. Scots with high blood pressure 
and/ or short fuses look away now: Jones sees 
‘Highland English’ as the main language of 
the Highlands and Islands, referring to Scots 
as a ‘dialect’ of English. He is a bull obsessed 
with china shops: as well as the normal dis- 
tinctions in regional Scots, he blithely adds 
“Ulster Scots’, despite the fact that research- 
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ers have had great difficultly finding anyone 
who speaks it. But while Jones misfires on 
the oratory, he often excels at the technical. 
Anyone with a liking fornegative modals and 
cliticisation will be at home here. Just 
remember to count to ten on occasion. 
Taking a less combative approach is Colin 
Wilson’s Luath Scots Language Learner 
(£9.99), Wiison gently walks the reader 
through Scots (or more properly Doric, 
which this book favours}. He sagely advises 
foreigners not to start speaking Scots right 
away as some may not “understand the sin- 
cerity of your interest”, thinking you are tak- 
ing the piss. Guiding the reader through 
numbers, time, the weather and many other 
subjects, Wilson gives a neat round-up of 
Scottish customs and place-names, useful 
even if you’ve lived here for years. Exercises 
at the end encourage practical use of the lan- 
guage — which there can never be enough of! 
Carol Craig’s The Scots’ Crisis of Confi- 
dence (Big Thinking, £14.99) makes disturb- 
ing reading. She methodically takes apart the 
neuroses, beliefs and wishful thinking of a 
nation: the idea of no-one getting ‘above 
themselves’; the worldbeaters/worldbeaten 
complex; prejudice against immigrants, 
women and non-hetrosexuals (Craig Hill 
excepted?) and many other problems. Her 
conclusions? Worse than we hoped, but bet- 
ter than we feared — we can get ourselves out 
of this mess, mostly by relaxing and becom- 
ing less self-obsessed. As she says, in con- 
trast to Private Frazer’s lament, “We are not 
doomed. We are not hopeless or powerless”. 
Accompanying the blockbusting exhibi- 
tion at the Royal Scottish Academy, Michael 
Clarke and Richard Thomson’s Monet: The 
Seine and The Sea (National Galleries of 
Scotland, £17.95) is a warm bath ofa book to 
sink into. Focussing on Monet’s time in the 
Seine valley and Normandy in 1878-1883, 
the paintings are sumptuously reproduced 
with an insightful essay on his work, time and 
contemporaries. There are many master- 
pieces here, but Poppy Field near Vétheuil 
(1879) is a personal favourite. What surprises 
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is the unusual: the clever use of viewpoint in 
The Artists Garden at Vétheuil (1881) and 
Camille Monet on her Deathbed (1879): a 
startling and disturbing counterpoint to his 
otherwise warm and pleasant work. 

Not as user-friendly, William Gaunt’s The 
Impressionists (Thames & Hudson, £12.95) 
is still an impressive collection to linger over. 
All the old standards are there: Renoir, van 
Gogh, Toulouse-Lautrec, Cézanne, Monet 
again, .... Gaunt tends to dip too much into 
‘high art speak’ but the luxurious paintings 
make up for it. To choose a few: Monet’s 
Rouen Cathedral: Full Sunlight (1894) is 
nothing short of jaw-dropping; Renoir’s 
Umbrellas (Les Parapluies) (1884) totally 
absorbing; and Seurat’s Bridge at Courbev- 
oie (1886-87) entices in its geometrical 
exactness. A varied and brilliant book. 

Two from Luath Press: Tom Atkinson’s 
Napiers History of Herbal Healing and 
Ancient & Modern (£16.99) and David 
Nicol’s The Fundamentals of New Caledonia 
(£16.99). Prompted by Napiers, Edinburgh’s 
world-famous herbalist, Atkinson gives a 
history of herbalism in general, herbalism in 
Scotland and Napiers in particular. He is 
highly successful thanks to readable prose 
and solid research revealing herbalism at the 
roots of medicine, but sidelined due to grow- 
ing ‘professionalism’. Atkinson shows how 
time and again, ordinary punters have chosen 
the herbal route. Duncan Napier, a self- 
taught man, gathered herbs tramping round 
Edinburgh, setting up his first shop in 1860. 
Despite sneers from professionals, the shop 
has thrived for 140 years, serving generations 
of punters. With a reconciliation looming 
between ‘professionals’ and ‘amateurs’ in 
healing, this book solidly makes the case for 
this unfairly-maligned branch of knowledge. 

Written in Scots (still a rarity for novels), 
Nicol’s book is a lively time-travelling 
adventure set around the infamous Darien 
disaster. While others would find the episode 
a dreary Scottish failure, Nicol explores gen- 
uine possibilities of ‘New Edinburgh’ 
becoming areal new start before the Spanish, 
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tropical diseases, English indifference and 
infighting, take toll on the colonists’ lives and 
spirits. This doesn’t feel like an end to an old 
history, more the strangled birth of anew one. 
TM Devine’s Scotlands Empire: 1600- 
1815 (Penguin/ Allen Lane, £8.99) is a 
sweeping analysis of Scots emigration to the 
new and old worlds, willing or otherwise — 
from the banks of the Hudson to Botany Bay, 
from the independent colonists of Darien to 
Lachlan Macquarie,. pillar of ihe British 
empire in Australia. Devine shows how the 
Scots realigned themselves from separate but 
doomed imperialism to more subtle integra- 
tion within English ranks. It’s mainstream 
stuff, but enlightening none the less. With the 
scare over migrants from new EU members, 
it’s ironic that due to the once-great numbers 
of Scots traders in Poland, ‘Skapy jak Szhot’ 
(as mean as a Scot) is still in active use. 
Farquhar McLay’s Easy Cases (Clyde- 
side, £6.99) is a lively, scurrilous canter 
through dingier parts of modern Scotland, 
physically and morally. Through the eyes of 
‘Boots’, a dishevelled ne’er-do-well and his 
disgraced alias, Desmond, broad and effec- 
tive swipes are taken at cold officialdom and 
dubious public morality that combine in a 
perverse ‘crusade’ against anyone who steps 
outside the norm. The police, politicians on 
the make and journalists eager for any story 
are often criticised, butrarely with such verve 
and panache, and definitely not with a com- 
pletely surreal climax involving a spacecraft! 
Antonia Fraser’s Scottish Love Poems 
(Canongate, £9.99) is stuffed with Chapman 
regulars: Brian McCabe, Magi Gibson, Rody 
Gorman and Tom Scott. Some choices are 
hardly surprising — Scott’s young Lochinvar 
once again struts his stuff, Byron and Burns 
both get their state quota of poems — but it’s 
solid, warming material nonetheless. Good 
to see Scots getting its fair share, too — with 
Alexander Scott, Marion Angus and Sydney 
Goodsir Smith proving it to be every inch the 
match for Italian as the language of love. A 
perfect present for those in and out of love. 
Edmund O'Conner 


